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To please Olga, Madame Mociusko wrote the same
night to Marie, then in Nice, to inform her of the little
girl's wish. The reply was a telegram, announcing
Marie's arrival in Grafburg two days later. Olga was
wildly excited at the news. Although she rarely saw
her mother, the child was devoted to her, and regarded
her as the one person in the world to whom she could
confide all her thoughts. Nest to Marie, Petroff was
the most understanding person in Olga's life, but the
little girl was always in awe of the great virtuoso, and
dared not unburden her sensitive soul to him as freely
as to her parent*
Otto was almost as delighted as Olga at the prospect
of Marie's visit. Damaris had acquired for him the
glamour of unfamiliarity, for Madame Mociusko being
too poor and nervy to be left alone, Otto had been
obliged to refuse Boris's offer of employment as touring
manager, and had remained at Grafburg with Vronsky's
successor.
Marie was due to arrive about nine p.m., but owing
to a heavy fall of snow, the express in which she travelled
was nearly two hours late. Olga, who had insisted
upon reaching the station long before the scheduled
hour of arrival, refused to budge. She was terrified
that if she went home to return later, by some mysterious
means her mother might arrive during her absence.
Moreover, the railway station, with trains bound for
different lands, fascinated the imaginative child* She
fancied herself on concert tours in those trains, as she
gased at the indicator announcing the hours of departure
for Breslau and Warsaw; for Pressburg and Budapest;
for Dresden and Frankfurt. The mystery of the engines
approaching out of the darkness thrilled her. The
steam from the heating apparatus that enveloped the
pktform in mist reminded her of the magic smoke, when
Briinnhilde is put to sleep by Loge, the fire god, at the
close of Wagner's Valkyrie. The rallentando revolutions